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I've been debating for some time whether to brave it and open a Rockfic account. | hope you enjoy my 


nonsense! 


"Vinnie's just a bit.enthusiastic. And invested, think of it that way." 


"He's not invested in Jack Shit, Baby, thats the problem. What's the point in getting an audience back when 
they leave halfway through cos they're sick of the Tuneless Wonder?" Paul snapped, rubbing his temple 
"Sorry" 


Mina perched on the dressing room table, watching with concern as Paul slumped back in the chair. It seemed 
that KISS couldn't catch a break, that it was one step forward and three steps back. They'd started to get 


some traction back with a coherent sound and sales, but now the lead guitarist was having some kind of 


creative lapse/diva episode every night. 
"Is a High Light for the fans when he plays. They go to light up and get high." 


Mina giggled. 


"I'm sorry Sweet P. | really wish something could go right for you for a change." 


Paul jumped slightly as her fingers traced along his jawline, and she rested her forehead in the crook of his 


neck. 
"| don't know how to make things better." She sighed. Paul exhaled, wrapping his arms around her waist. 
"You don't have to, Baby" He murmured, burying his face into her soft hair. 


The tension was crackling through the air tonight. The Vinnie show felt like it would never endFrom her spot in 
the crowd she could see Gene and Paul at the side of the stage, fiercely arguing about stopping him: and, by 


extension, other audience members could see them as well. 

"Vinnie Vincent!" Paul screamed into the microphone. This wasn't good, this was going to be very ugly behind 
the scenes. Before the show was properly finished, the security guard manning the backstage access suddenly 
appeared, urging Mina to follow him. 

"Is everything all right?" 

"Gene told me to get you." 


"Look, | know we've got the ‘no wives in politics' rule, but you need to intervene before Paul knocks his block 


of fl" 


‘Me? | can't stop two grown men from scrapping! And I'm not inclined to intervene: truthfully, | hope Paul 


snaps the little wanker in half like a Kitkat." 


On cue, Paul stomped down the hall back towards them. Vinnie pursued quickly behind, as Eric trailed alongside 
him, muttering about how "Its not worth your career, man’ Mina strategically placed herself next to her 


husband. Gene hovered. 


"Don't you ever do that to me again!" The skinny guitarist threatened. Paul's hands were instantly on Mina's 
shoulders as he stepped around her, no doubt intending to punch Vinnie in the mouth. 


"No no no no no, don’t! Paul, be carefull Please don't finish your concert acting like you're in Motley Crue, 


come on!" 


Paul didn't say anything, just looked around at everyone with furious eyes and flared nostrils. Honestly! She'd 
always tried to draw a line in the sand in regards to being involved in band politics (it was expected of her: she 


was no Yoko). Too much testosterone in the group and all of a sudden she was required as a soothing presence. 


"Hts all right darling. Let's just get back to the hotel, order some dinner up to the room and we can just have 


a calm evening.” She brushed her hands down his arms. 
" Fine. we had enough bullshit for one night" 


Disaster averted, but only just. He still didn't look happy, and she knew she'd be stuck with Sulky Bastard Paul 
all night, but still It was preferable to tending to a bloody nose or swollen eye. Or paying off police. 


"He's out. He's fucking out" Paul hissed, mostly to himself. 
"That's understandable." 
"And you can stop talking shit about me in the dressing room!" 


Paul tensed up. Mina tightened her grip on his hand, although her small stature trying to drag his larger 


frame was a novelty. 
"You and that stuck-up slut you call your wife-" 


Shit! There was shoving and punches being thrown before everyone else had time to react. Eric pulled Mina 


out harm's way as Gene and a couple of roadies pried the two guitarists off each other. 

"Wonderful, brilliant Paull You already said he was getting sacked! Honestly, you didn't have to be a Neanderthal 
about it!" Mina hissed as she dragged him towards the waiting car. A large, rough hand suddenly clasped the 
back of her comparatively delicate neck. 

"Would you shut the fuck up? I've just figured out how you can make me feel better." 

Fuck, her stupid t-shirt was blocking the full access,and there was no way he was ripping that beautiful bra. 
"Put your hands above your head. Don’t move them." 

Mina complied, pale wrists grazing the hotel room door as Paul roughly yanked her band tee over her head and 
threw it behind him. The leather pencil skirt was removed for good measure. Then he swiftly unclipped and 


tossed her bra away like a pro, begrudgingly reminding Mina how much previous expertise he had in that field. 
As he busied himself removing his stage garments (which had now been upgraded from ridiculously tight 


to painfully tight), he saw in the corner of his eye, Mina's arms slide down. His head shot up almost as quickly 
as her hands were back to their original position, like a misbehaving child in the cookie jar. 


"Don't push your luck" He chastised her, index finger lifting her chin to look at him. 


"Mm?" She squeaked, all angel-eyed and contrite. He grumbled, going back to what he was doing. Fucking 
ridiculous costume was doing nothing to improve his mood. He should have gotten changed after the show. 


Fucking Vinnie. Mina's hands moved again. A little giggle. 
"l'm serious, Babe. Don't fuck around." 


"| didn't do anything," She argued. Her bare chest heaved up and down with excited breathing, her nipples pink 
and taut with anticipation. Mina gasped and squirmed as he roughly squeezed them, giving her nipples a sly 
pinch before reverting attention back to his clothes. Fucking finally! Paul wriggled out of his costume, and felt 
something softly brush the top of his dark curls, followed by another giggle. 


"I fucking warned you, didn't |?" Paul hissedHe pushed his body into hers, hands slammed either side of her 
head. 


"You said | couldn't move my arms. You didn't say anything about blowing on your hair!" 


" Oh" He growled, brushing his nose against hers, breathing heavily. A fleeting moment of gentleness. The 
teasing little bitch was playing with fire. He grabbed her arms. 


Paul roughly turned her around and pushed his crotch against her, hard-on pressing the small of her back, 
one hand easily restraining hers. He decided to make use of his many ridiculous accessories, grabbing hold of 
the bandana tied around his bicep. 


Mina whimpered slightly, feeling the fabric dig into her skin, before Paul abruptly hooked his fingers into her 
restraints and pulled her down to her knees. He grabbed her hair by her scalp, breath hot on her ear. 


"You wanna blow something?" 


"You've got such pretty lips." Paul commented, his voice cracking as he shoved himself full hilt into her mouth 


without much warning. 


‘And a sore throat she mused to herself, suddenly less bold about her cheekiness. Not that she could say it 
out loud. One hand fisted her blonde hair, the other pressed against the door for support. He wasn't going to 
move at all, pushing Mina's head back and forth as she hastily widened her mouth and breathed through her 


nose, drool immediately spilling down her chin. 


She pursed her lips and hollowed her cheeks as best as she could, though it was more about depth than 
suction The hotel room was filled with the sounds of grunts and wet clicks. She'd occasionally murmur in 


protest about not being able to use her hands. 


"What's wrong, Baby? No smart Alec comments? None of that. Famous. British. Wit?" He taunted, enunciating 
each word with a hard thrust and making tears spill from her blue eyes. He tensed up. 


"Oh, shit" He hissed. Mina readied herself for his orgasm, until her head was yanked back and she felt a warm 
sensation splattered on her chest. She looked up when he was finished. 


"Paul?" She asked meekly. He caught his breath, pressing his thumb along the mascara streaks on her face, 
before smoothing his hand over her sticky chest. He smeared his fingers over her lips and grazed the tip of 
her tongue. 

"Turn around, now." 


She shuffled awkwardly, feeling the friction burn starting to tingle on her knees. 


He knelt behind her and pulled her back against his chest, infuriating for her not to be able to grab onto his 
chest hair. He shoved his hand down the front of her laced panties. 


"You're soaked, Baby. | haven't even done anything yet. You need it that bad?" 


He started to circle her clit, his other hand manhandling her breasts. He pushed his knee between her legs and 
spread them apart. 


"You've got such a great body, Baby. Great body, you're so fucking beautiful. I'm gonna be hard again in no 
time." He murmured as she writhed and wriggled in vain against her restraints, attempting to grab onto 
something. His cock throbbed against her ass, ready to enter her before she'd had a chance to come. How 
unfortunate. 

"Do you want to come, Minx?" He whispered. She nodded eagerly "How badly?" 


"| need to." 


"Why should | let you?" He teased, his fingers stopping. She whimpered. Because he liked making her come? 
Because he was just so good at it? 


"Because you love me?" 


He answered her with several stinging slaps on her behind 


"That's manipulative" He pulled her underwear to the side and rammed into her. She yelped and whimpered 
against the ruthless onslaught of thrusts, his hand gripping onto her throat to keep her in place. For every 
rough thrust he applied a little more pressure to her neck. Mina's head lolled back against Paul's shoulder, her 
vision blurring and body going weightless. 


"You okay?" He asked, moving his hand from her throat to her jaw and turning her to look at him. 


"On a higher plain" She gasped, eyes barely open. He pushed his lips onto hers, tongue plunged into her mouth. 
He pulled back, smirking, then kissed her swollen mouth again. 


"Hey" He muttered softly. Mina opened her eyes. His brown eyes looked down at her, finally softened for the 
first time all night. 


"You're right. | do love you, Baby." 

"How are you feeling, Mink? | wasn't too rough, was |?" Paul asked her as he untied the bandana, 

"You could have squeezed a bit harder. But | feel fine, thank you. | think | went blind for a little bit" She replied, 
cupping one hand over her still-throbbing pussy. Her thighs were still trembling from the aftermath of some 
generous climaxes. Paul lent over her, holding her hands. He kissed along the raw, red marks on her wrists. 
"What do you want to do now, Baby? Do you wanna shower? Do you want something to eat?" 

"Can we just cuddle for a little while?" 

"At least let me help you off the floor." 


‘lm all right, thank you. | just want to melt for a bit" 


He snaked his arms around her, pressing her to his chest. She snuggled into him, their bodies a messy tangle 


of limbs, heavy breaths and bodily fluids, clothing items scattered around them. 
"So then. hope Paul snaps the little wanker in half like a Kitkat?" 

Mina blushed and nuzzled into his shoulder "You heard me?" 

"It was funny’ 

"Yes, you looked full of chuckles tonight" She drawled sarcastically 


"Sorry." He responded. 


"Hts all right. Paul?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You know Grover Jackson?" 
"What about him?" Paul asked. 


"Does he happen to know of any other guitarists that are also absolute nightmares to work with?" She asked 
eagerly. 


